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free carriage, often remain straight as lances, and do not
run to fat. I saw more than one woman past forty, lean,
straight, and with thin, finely chiseled features.
The common dress of the women was a voluminous
black woolen robe, even in midsummer,, with black head-
dresses of the same material, wound turban-wise. All of
the well-to-do, however, had at least one robe of heavy
red silk for special occasions, like that worn by Thirya
when she came to Mitkhal for judgment.
Her visit, by the way, was the only occasion when I
ever saw a woman in the mukhaad. Though wide open
as all outdoors, always free of access to every man of the
tribe and to passing strangers, it was a sort of "club"
from which women and children were excluded by custom
rather than rigid law.
A few women of the camp were pretty, one or two were
real desert beauties, as full of flirtation as any New York
flapper. And when I chanced to encounter them they
delighted in kidding the farengi. They would ask how
many wives I had left at home, and whether it wasn't high
time for me to be choosing a Bedawi bride. Their wit
was sparkling and equivocal.
Their freedom of word and gesture is based on the fact
that among the highly raced Bedouins who adhere to the
old desert law, all responsibility in pre-marriage contact
between the sexes rests on the shoulders of the male. If
an unmarried Bedouin girl is seduced, she is not punished;
but the guilty man, and his two closest male relatives—
if they can be found—so harsh is the code—are slain with-
out recourse. Consequently flirtation and "petting" are
common, and carried to lengths that no western girl would
risk or dream of.

